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" Ah, yes," sighed Mrs. Blahous

"That's the way things are in this world," added Mrs
Prouzova.

" And you women would like to go on cackling all day
long," Grandfather Blahous concluded peevishly, and tottered
off into the house.

. . And the earth shook with the clash of armies,, and
thinkers in every camp confidently asserted that " a brighter
day was dawning "

"CHAPTER XXIX

THE LAST BATTLE

IN the autumn of 1953 the Greatest War was drawing to a
close There were no armies left The armies of occupation,
cut off for the most part from their homes, were dwindling
away and gradually vanishing like water in the sand. Self-
appointed generals marched from town to town, or rather
from heap to heap of ruins, at the head of five men., one a
drummer, one a thief, one a schoolboy, one a man with a
gramophone, and one of whom nobody knew anything. They
went about collecting contributions or arranging benefit per-
formances "in aid of the wounded and their widows and
orphans " No one knew by now how many warring camps
there were

Amid this universal and indescribable collapse the Greatest
War drew to its close. The end came so unexpectedly that no
one nowadays can tell just where the last so-called decisive
battle was fought. Historians are still at variance as to- which
engagement marked the close and extinction of the world-